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of it afterwards amid the comforts of civilisation, as
was done in the case of some old maps. The con-
stant bad weather made the chances for "long
shots" to get our bearings few and far between;
and the making and preservation of records in that
chill, watery climate, without shelter for pencil or
paper, were no little effort.
While fighting one's way on foot, charting the
interminable maze of mountains, I thought that
here even the high efficiency of modern aerial photo-
graphic mapping would be baffled. Dependent upon
the caprices of those massive banks of clouds, a flyer
might suffer delay after delay, perhaps for months,
until a break in the dense atmosphere would happen
to lay bare, for a few moments, the labyrinth below.
From here Bill and I, taking with us old Q and
some peons, explored and mapped the region to the
south-east. It was in this direction, old Q assured
us, that his "line of palm-trees" lay. This was rather
south  of the  line  which   I   personally believed
Valverde's    Guide    indicated,   but   nevertheless
previous seekers after the treasure have always fol-
lowed this southerly course.  In any case, at that
time, our best chances of finding a west-to-east pass
through the mountains  appeared to be in that
direction.
We arrived at a sharp, precipitous drop where we
"descended along the hillside" to reach a "deep
ravine." Crossing this successfully, we continued
our steep descent. By now we had dropped down